THE DUNCIAD

BOOK IV
YET, yet a moment, one dim ray of light
Indulge, dread Chaos, and eternal Night !
Of darkness visible so much be lent,
As half to show, half veil, the deep intent.
Ye pow'rs ! whose mysteries restored I sing,
To whom Time bears me on his rapid wing,
Suspend a while your force inertly strong,
Then take at once the poet and the song.
Now flamed the dog-star's unpropitious ray,
Smote ev'ry brain, and withered ev'ry bay;
Sick was the sun, the owl forsook his bower,
The moon-struck prophet felt the madding hour :
Then rose the seed of Chaos, and of Night
To blot out order, and extinguish light,
Of dull and venal a new world to mould,
And bring Saturnian days of lead and gold.
She mounts the throne : her head a cloud conceal'd,
In broad effulgence all below revealed ;
('Tis thus aspiring Dulness ever shines)
Soft on her lap her laureate son reclines.
Beneath her footstool, Science groans in chains^
And Wit dreads exile, penalties, and pains,
There foamed rebellious Logic, gagged and bound,
There,   stripped,   fair   Rhetoric  languished  on   the
ground;
His blunted arms by Sophistry are borne,
And shameless Billingsgate her robes adorn.